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NA 


In the months that followed their first meeting, they dated. They went out to dinner and to the movies, they 
took walks in the park and sat over coffee, talking for hours on end. They each showed the other some of 
their favorite places in the city. Glen's work took him out of town occasionally and, rather than rush into 
anything, Taylor chose to stay behind. There were practical things to be done now that he was out of the 
business. Sure, he could live off of his savings for a while but he'd eventually need to find himself an honest 
job. 


Glen arrived back at his hotel and the first thing he did after changing his clothes was call Taylor. Glen would 
end up skipping dinner because hours would go by and he'd find himself still talking to Taylor. He'd finally 
snuggle into the cold, empty bed with his phone still pressed to his ear. 

"Getting into bed now." 


"Okay, sweetie. I'll see you when you get home." 


Glen paused, chewing on his lip. 


"What is it?" Taylor asked, already used to Glen's nervous pauses. 

"Come home to Montreal with me for Christmas" 

The other blonde was silent. Home with Glen To meet his family. As what? Glen's boyfriend? "L." 

"You know what? Never mind. That was stupid of me to ask. lm sorry" 

'Nol" Taylor hated when the other man got like that. Hated when Glen beat himself up. "I was just surprised 


Um, | don't really have any family and that kind of stuff makes me a little.. But I'd like that. I'd like to be with 
you for Christmas. Thank you." 


Two days later, a pair of dark sunglasses covering his eyes, Taylor stood at the arrivals terminal at the 
airport, waiting for Glen. A tall man with long dark hair and dark eyes stared at Taylor. He was walking from 
the terminal with a bag over his shoulder and stopped in front of the blonde. 

"I think | know you." 

Taylor gasped and fidgeted some. "I think you might be mistaken" 


"No, | do know you! You and |, um, | saw you online and we hooked up. Damn, you were really fucking good. What 


are you doing tonight? Maybe we could get together again 

‘I'm certain you have me confused with someone else." Taylor mumbled and tried to walk away. 

The man put his hand on Taylor's shoulder to stop him. 

"Excuse me." Taylor tried again. 

"What's the matter? Wasn't | any good? You sure as hell took my money." 

"Hey," Glen approached and took Taylor's hand. "Come on, Taylor." 

"Taylor! Wait, no. Its Tyler! That's it! | knew it was youl" The man called after them as they rushed off. 

In the cab back to Glen's apartment, Taylor was quiet. Glen still held his hand. Even in the apartment, Glen 
moved about, putting his dirty laundry in the hamper, unpacking the rest of his things. Taylor leaned against 


the kitchen counter and watched. 


"Hey, please don't be upset. It's okay. It happens and that guy was a total asshole.” 


"Glen, you.." He sighed heavily and shivered. "You deserve better. Like, that's always gonna happen. There are a 
lot of men." 


"| don't care." Glen smiled softly. "You're the one that | want" He approached Taylor and wound his arms around 
the skinny man. "I think you're absolutely wonderful and | don't care about your past. If you think about it, we 
might never have met without you doing that. I'm so happy you walked into my life, Taylor." 

Finally, he gave a little smile. "I'm happy you walked into mine. Thank you." He gave the other man a little kiss. 
If you stay over tonight, we can do it" The shorter blonde's eyes twinkled. 

"Really?" Now Taylor leaned forward and put his hands on Glen's shoulders. 

Glen nodded and murmured in affirmation. 

"You promise?" 


"| promise." 


Taylor gave Glen a little peck on the lips and then dashed down the short hallway, into Glen's bedroom. "Come 


on!" 


How Glen loved making the other man forget his worries and smile. He wandered into the bedroom, standing 


just inside the door. "You're going down tonight, Hawkins." 

"We'll see about that" 

In the corner of Glen's bedroom sat an old table hockey game, complete with plexiglass dome and scoreboard in 
the center. The players all wore home and away Montreal Canadiens uniforms. It was one of Glen's prized 
possessions from his childhood. 

"When we go up to Montreal, | can teach you how to play real hockey.” 

‘Im perfectly fine with this." Taylor said as he gripped the handles of the levers. "Let's do it” 


Four games later, Glen yawned. "Baby, I'm exhausted. l'm ready to go to sleep." 


After they brushed their teeth, Taylor was now keeping a toothbrush at Glen's, the couple climbed into Glen's 
double bed. In the darkness, Taylor felt Glen snuggle up to him and lay his head on his chest. 


"I've been giving it some thought and | think | know what I'm going to try to do for work." 


"Oh, yeah?" 


"Yeah, um, | know | don't have any skills but one thing | did learn how to do is listen. You know, | learned how to 
read people and listen to them so | was thinking about going to school and doing social work. I'd like to listen to 
kids, you know, like us." 

"Gay kids? | think that'd be great. You'd be great at it, too." 

"Think so?" 

"Oh, yeah, baby. You're so gentle and patient and smart." 

Taylor smiled. He was quickly falling for Glen's sweet and thoughtful nature. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome. Turn over for me." 


He rolled onto his side, giving Glen his back, purring softly when the other man wound his arms around Taylor 
and pulled him close. 


"So your Mom doesn't know?" Taylor asked over pizza and beer the night before they were going to fly to 
Montreal. 


Glen lowered his eyes and shook his head. 
"You haven't told her you're gay?" 

"No 

"But you're bringing me home." 


The other man raised his baby blue eyes and pleaded with Taylor. "I need you to be there with me. | can't do it 


alone." 


He reached across and gripped Glen's shoulder. "I'll be there with you. As long as you want me, I'll be there." He 
took a drink of beer and then asked, "Does she at least know you're bringing a friend?" 


Glen nodded. 


"Okay." 


It was silly and cliche but Taylor's Christmas gift to Glen was a key to his apartment. The truth was Taylor 
didn't mind staying overnight at Glen's but he preferred his place better and wondered if, down the road, Glen 
would consider moving in with him. He tied a red ribbon on it and tucked it into a small box. The box now sat, 
nestled at the bottom of his bad. 

They walked from the baggage claim area and Glen immediately spotted his older brother and mother waiting 
for them. He waved and walked faster toward them. Taylor lingered behind a little, already feeling butterflies at 
having to endure the next few days in the confines of a family holiday. 


"Mom, Shawn, | want to introduce a good friend of mine. This is Taylor. Tay, this is my Mom, Beverly, and my 
older brother Shawn" 


He smiled politely and shook their hands. "Nice to meet you. Thank you for allowing me to come home with 


Glen" 

The Drover house was a small Craftsman two story with original 1930s fixtures and moldings. There was a 
bathroom and two bedrooms on the upper floor, one of which Taylor and Glen would share. In it, there were 
two twin beds. Glen blushed when he noticed Taylor staring at them. 

‘Its only for three days." 


‘lm sure we can both fit in one. This is fucking Canada, after all. We'll have to keep each other warm 


somehow" 
The shorter man grinned and stepped up to Taylor. "I like the way you think" He purred as he put his arms 
around Taylor's neck As he leaned forward to kiss Taylor, Shawn barged into the room. Glen jumped back and 
nervously coughed 

"Mom wants to know if you guys are hungry” Shawn's gaze shifted between his brother an the other man 
"Um, yeah. Yeah, sure. Be right down" 

After the older brother left, Taylor whispered. "Tell them!" 

"Its not as easy as that 

"Gotta be easier than this. There's nothing for you to be ashamed of, Glen" 

"| know. Just, please, let me do it! 


"Should have got around to it before now." Taylor mumbled. 


"Easy for you to say. You don't have anybody's expectations to live up to." 


"Because | don't have a family? You're telling me my life has been easier because | don't have a family? In case 
you forget, Glen, let me remind you of the fact that | was a fucking whore. | was a cold, unfeeling, emotionally 
disconnected whore until | met you. But | got family now, right?" 

"Taylor." 

"Right?" 

"Right. OF course." 


"Tell them. Because nothing is as bad as having nobody to tell" With that, Taylor turned and left the room. 


Beverly was making grilled cheese sandwiches with homemade vegetable soup. In the middle of the kitchen table 
sat a tray of Christmas cookies and Taylor helped himself. 


"It smells really great in here, Mrs. Drover." 
"Oh, dear. Call me Beverly. Or Bev." 
Taylor grinned. "Bev." 


At night, Glen gently climbed into the tiny bed with Taylor, who still felt wounded. "I'm sorry." He whispered as 
he snuggled against the other's side. 


The other man sighed softly. "Nothing to be sorry about, baby. I'm sorry | made you feel bad. | guess having 


you and your family welcome me like this made me upset about my own lack of family warmth." 


"lIl give you as much warmth as I've got to offer." Glen murmured before giving Taylor's ear a litle kiss, his 


hand sliding into the other man's pants. 

Taylor smiled and pushed himself into Glen's hand. If Glen wanted to get frisky in his mother's house, that was 
just fine with him. He turned his head and offered Glen his mouth. Glen kissed him deeply as he moved to slide 
on top of Taylor, who opened his legs and let Glen settle between them. They made out for a long while, 
touching and rubbing each other. Finally, Taylor let his head fall back into the pillow. 

Out of breath, he panted, "Make love to me." 


With a big grin on his face, Glen scrambled to his feet and ripped back the blankets. He yanked Taylor's pants 


off, along with his own, and then went to his suitcase to dig out a bottle of lube and a condom. 


Taylor giggled. "I see you came prepared." 


"Damn right, | did. There was no way | was bringing you up here and not making love to you under my 


mother's roof." 


The other man quickly flopped onto his stomach, stuffing a pillow beneath his hips, giving Glen his ass. Glen 
climbed back on the bed and took his lover's ass in both hands, spreading it. He dipped his tongue between 
Taylor's cheeks and licked. 


Taylor mewled and rolled his hips. He taught Glen this. He showed Glen how incredible this could feel and the 
other man turned out to be a natural. He was so eager to please Taylor and Taylor loved him for that. Glen 
had also come to realize that Taylor wasn't made of glass and a good hard fucking made the thin man howl in 
pleasure. Glen liked to lean over Taylor's back, wrapping his arms around his shoulders and really giving Taylor 


a good, deep pound. By the time he starting to do that, however, Glen had totally forgotten where they were. 
As had Taylor. "Oh, my fucking God! Yes! Fuck me, fuck me, Glen!" 
‘Oh, my God, Taylor, shh!" Glen hissed into Taylor's ear and put his hand over the other man's mouth. 


The headboard rattled against the wall. The springs in the bed squealed and whined. Glen grunted loudly as he 
filled the condom. He slid out of Taylor and sat back on his heels, gripping his lover's hips and flipping him over. 


"Better keep that mouth closed" His blue eyes sparkled as he leaned over Taylor and took his throbbing cock in 
his mouth. He sucked Taylor deep into his throat and kept his head down until Taylor wrapped a fist into his 
hair and pulled 


Taylor's other hand was in his mouth to keep himself from screaming his orgasm. He had even taught Glen 
how to run his lips up and down the shaft, applying pressure. He showed the other man how to keep his gag 
reflex down when he took Taylor deep in his mouth. Which was good because Taylor pushed Glen's head down 
and thrust himself up, hitting the back Glen's throat. He bit down harder on his hand as he came, pumping his 
come into his lover's throat. Glen pulled back and swallowed and then crawled alongside of Taylor, wrapping his 


arms around him. 

"That was fucking amazing, baby." He kissed the other's cheek. 

"You were amazing. Damn, Glen, you're so good. You know exactly what | like." 

"That's because you showed me." 

"Oh," Taylor grinned. "Right." 

In the morning, the pair were still riding that wave of love when they both bounced down the stairs, the smell 
of breakfast cooking luring them into the kitchen There was cinnamon rolls on the table, along with a big 


platter of blueberry pancakes. Eggs and bacon were being cooked on the stove top. But it was the way Bev and 
Shawn stared at them that stopped them in their tracks. 


"What?" Glen asked, his brow knotted in annoyance. 
"Glen, we heard you." Shawn told him. 

"Oh The blonde brother immediately shrank back, eyes lowered to the floor. 
"Are you and Taylor... together?" His mother looked appalled 


Taylor instinctively reached for Glen's hand. Memories of his own family finding out about him and kicking him 
out came flooding back to him. He clutched the other's hand tightly, causing Glen to wince. 


Finally, Glen found his voice. "We are together. I'm gay and l'm in love." 

"You are?" Shawn 

"You are?" Bev 

Taylor turned to look at the other blonde. "You are? You're in love with me?" A tiny smile played on his lips. 


Glen's blue eyes were filled with adoration when he looked at Taylor. He simply nodded before two long arms 
wrapped around him and hugged him tightly. 


"Wait, hold on" Shawn demanded. The loud tone of his voice made the other two men jump and pull apart. "Why 


are we just hearing about this now?" 

"Yes, Glen, why haven't you told us before?" 

"| was afraid." He admitted. 

"Afraid we would judge you or not understand you?" 

He nodded. 

| don't care who you fall in love with, my dear. As long as you are happy. And, if | may say so, I've never 
seen your eyes shine so brightly. Come here, my baby." Bev opened her arms and Glen immediately rushed into 


them, leaving Shawn and Taylor staring at each other. 


Shawn pointed a finger at the blonde. "Two rules. No more messing around while you're here or at least keep it 


quiet, please. And if you hurt him, | hurt you." 


"Fair enough." Taylor grinned. He was still floating on air from hearing Glen say he was in love. 


While Shawn played his big brother role, Bev was in full-on Mom mode. She pulled Taylor into a chair and 
started quizzing him. 


"Where did you meet my boy?" 

"In the lobby of a hotel" 

"Oh, it was when Glen was traveling? 

Glen nervously made two plates of food. He placed one in front of the other man and sat beside him 
"Thank you." Taylor smiled. "Yes, he was on a journey when we met" He told Beverly 

"And what do you do, Taylor?" 


"Um, | am between positions right now. | recently quit my last job to focus on going back to school to pursue a 


master's degree." 
‘Oh, really? That's wonderfull Oh, Glen, he's smart and adorable. You've done well.” 
When she stood up to go to the coffee pot, Taylor exhaled and gave Glen a wink. 


It was Christmas Eve and Glen cuddled into bed with his boyfriend again. "I'm so happy you're here with me. 
Thank you for today." 


"It went well, didn't it?" 
"So well. Sorry if my brother scared you. He's a little overprotective sometimes." 
"He's a good brother. You're very lucky, baby.” 


Glen snuggled deeper under the thick blankets, laying his head on Taylor's chest. "Taylor, | want to ask about 
your family but l'm afraid of upsetting you." 


"What would you like to know?" 

"Why you never talk about them. Why we don't have to visit them for the holidays." 

"My parents were killed in a car accident when | was fifteen My brother who's five years older was my 
guardian. When | was eighteen, | came out to him. He and his friends beat the shit out of me. | haven't spoken 


to him since. End of story." 


"Oh, sweetheart, no!" Glen sat up and looked back at his lover's face. "Oh, Tay, l'm so sorry." 


‘Its all right. It was a long time ago and I've got myself a new, better family now. Come here. Get back here 
and keep me warm." Taylor grinned and reached for Glen. "You're teaching me how to trust people and accept 
their love. Thank you." 

But Glen struggled out of Taylor's grip again. "I was going to save this for tomorrow. | don't have much and | 
know it might seem silly but | got you something." He padded softly over to his suitcase and pulled out a small 


box wrapped in green paper with a silver bow that was somewhat squashed. 


"Well, if we're going to do that now, let me get yours." Taylor bounced over to his suitcase and pulled out his 


gift for Glen 

They met back on the bed and exchanged their tiny presents. 

"You first" Glen said with a bashful smile. 

Taylor leaned over and gave the other man a kiss. Then he ripped open the paper and pulled the lid from the 
box. Inside lay what looked like a key card. Under that, there was a pair of tickets to Taylor's first hockey 


game. And under that was a note which simply said, "I love you." 


Trying not to get emotional, Taylor held up the card. The hotel's name was on it and he realized it was the key 
card to the hotel room where they met. "You held onto this?" 


There was that bashful smile again. Glen nodded. 

Taylor nodded and returned it to the box. Without giving anything away, he said,"Your turn’ 

Glen lifted the key out of its box. He held up and gave Taylor a questioning look "Your apartment?" 
The other man nodded once more. "And there's one more thing." 


Glen quickly looked down at the box and dug underneath the soft, white padding. "There's nothing in - " He was 
cut off by Taylor throwing himself into Glen's lap. 


"There's this." He kissed Glen deeply, placing one palm against his cheek. It was long and passionate, Taylor 
throwing all of himself into the kiss, wanting Glen to feel his love, too. When he finally pulled back, he panted, "I 
love you, too. Merry Christmas, baby." 


"Merry Christmas, Taylor.” 


